set the trap. I had finally decided upon the chair in the
hall on which the original exchange had been made. It
was the logical spot and had the additional advantage of
being easy to watch. In the writing-room that opened off
the opposite side of the hall there was a small gilt-framed
mirror, hanging from a hook in the wall and tilted slightly
forward. By manoeuvring one of the big armchairs in the
room I could sit with my back to the door and see the
hall chair in the mirror. It would be impossible to see me
from the hall except by stooping down to chair level and
looking through the writing-room door into the mirror.
Nobody, however cautious, was likely to do that.

I finished my lunch hurriedly, left the terrace for the
writing-room, and put the armchair in position. Then I
fetched the camera. A minute later I sat down breath-
lessly to wait.

The other guests started to leave the terrace.

First came the Vogels. A longish interval followed.
Then Monsieur Duclos walked past, removing a crumb
from his beard as he went. There followed Roux and
Mademoiselle Martin, Major and Mrs Clandon-Hartley
and the Americans. Schimler came through last. I waited,
If there were going to be any exchanging done, my own
camera would have to be fetched first to replace the one
on the chair.

Ten minutes went by. The clock on the mantelpiece
chimed two. I stared at the mirror, trying not to blink
lest in the infinitesimal fraction of a second during
which my eyes were closed something happened. The
effort made my eyes water. Five past two. Once I thought
a shadow moved across the room as though something or
someone had passed by outside the window. But the sun
was on the other side of the house, so that I could not
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